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Of presences obscurely showB9
Of lives a riddle to your own,
Just on the senses' outer verge.
Where sense-nerves into soul-nerves merges
Where we conspire our own deceit
Confederate in deft Fancy's feat.
And the fooled brain befools the eyes
With pageants woven of its own lies ?
But are they lies ?    Why more than those
Phantoms that startle your repose,
Half seen, half heard, then flit away,
And leave you your prose-bounded day ?

The things ye see as shadows I

Know to be substance ; tell me why

My visions, like those haunting you,

May not be as substantial too.

Alas, who ever answer heard

From fish, and dream-fish too ?    Absurd!

Your consciousness I half divine,

But you are wholly deaf' to mine.

Go, I dismiss you; ye have done

All that ye could ; our silk is spun :

Dive back into the deep of dreams,

Where what is real is what seems !

Yet I shall fancy till my grave

Your lives to mine a lesson gave;

If lesson none, an image, then,

Impeaching self-conceit in men

Who put their confidence alone

In what they call the Seen and Known."

How seen ?    How known ?    As through your glass